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(Based on the story by N.S. Leskov “The Offended Him on Christmas ’’) 

Jury gathered in one city. Among the jurors were peasants, and nobles, and 
merchants. The chief juror was an honorable merchant Ivan Akimovich 
Belov. Everybody respected the merchant for his good life: he lead an honest 
business, didn’t cheat on anyone, didn’t overcharge, and helped people. He 
was an old man, 70 years old. Jurors gathered, swore, boarded in places, and 
the defendant was brought to them, he was a horse thief, persecuted for 
stealing a horse from a man. They were going to start judging, but Ivan 
Akimovich stood up and said to the judge: "Excuse me Mr. Judge, I can't 
judge". The judge was surprised: "How come, he said, why not?" “Just can't. 
Let me go.” And suddenly Ivan Akimovich’s voice trembled, and he burst in 
tears. He cried, cried so much that he couldn’t utter a word. Then he 
overcame himself, and said to the judge: “I cannot, Mr. Judge, to judge 
because I and my father were, perhaps, a lot worse than this thief; how would 
I judge the same one as myself. I can't, let me go, I beg you.” The judge let 
Ivan Akimovich go and then in the evening called him in and began asking: 
“Why did you,” he said, “refuse from the Court?” “And that's why,” said Ivan 
Akimovich, and told the judge this story about himself. “You think” he said, 
“that I am the son of a merchant, and that I was born in your town. It's not 
true. I am a son of a farmer, my father was a peasant, the first thief in the 
county, and died in jail. He was a kind man, but only drunkard, and when he 
got drunk, he debouched and beat my mother, and he used to be ready for 
every bad thing, and each time after that he would repent. Once he took me as 
well on his stealing deal. And that became a turning point toward my 
happiness. - This is what has happened. My father was in the company of 
thieves in the pub, and they started to talk what they can filch. And my father 
said to them: "That's what, guys. You know,” he said, “merchant Belov’s 
barn, facing the street. So, in that bam, there’s uncounted amount of goods. 
Only to climb there is tricky. But I came up with an idea. And here is what I 
came up with. This barn has a window, only high and narrow, a big man 
wouldn’t squeeze in. That's what I decided. I have,” he says, “a boy, an agile 



boy,” he meant me, “so we,” he says, “will take him with us, will tie a rope to 
him , lift him up to the window, he’ll get through, we’ll lower him down on 
the rope, we’ll give him another rope into his hands, and on this rope he will 
tie up the goods from the bam, and we'll be pulling them out. And when we 
shall get as much as we need, we’ll pull him back out." And the thieves loved 
that, and said: "Alright, bring your son". And here the father comes home, 
calls me. Mother says: "What for?" "If the call, means I need him ". Mother 
says: "He's outside." "Call him." Mother knows, that when he is dmnk, it’s 
better not to speak with him, or he’ll beat her up. She ran after me, called me. 
And my father says: "Vanka, are you good at climbing?"- “I’ll climb through 
anything you want.” - "Well, - he says, - come with me." Mother started to 
talk him out of it, but he threatened her, and she got quiet. My father took me, 
dressed and brought with him. He brought me to the tavern, I got some tea 
with sugar and snacks, and we sat there until the evening. When it became 
dark, all three of them - there were three man - went out and took me. We 
came to the home of a merchant Belov. Right away, they put one rope around 
me, and gave another rope in my hands, and lifted me up. "You’re not 
afraid?" They say. “What to be afraid of, I'm not afraid of anything.” "Climb 
through the window and be sure to grab from there the best things: more of 
fur, and tie that with the rope in your hands. And be sure to tie not at the end 
of the rope, but in the middle of the rope, so that when we pull that out, you 
would keep holding the other end. Understand?" They said. “How not to 
understand, I understand.” So, they lifted me up to the window, I climbed 
through it, and they started to lower me down on the rope. I stood on 
something solid and immediately started to touch all around me with my little 
hands. I could see nothing - it was so dark, I could only touch. Once I feel 
something that’s furry, I tie it to the rope right away, not to the end but to the 
middle of the rope, and they are dragging. Again, and again, I pull the rope, 
and tie up. They pulled out about three such things of something, then pulled 
the whole rope to them, meaning - that’s enough, and started to pull me up 
again. I hold by the rope with my hands, and they are dragging. Only pulled 
up half way: Clap! The rope got broken, and I fell down. I was lucky to fall 
on pillows, didn’t hurt myself. Just at this moment, as I learned later, a guard 
saw them, raised the alarm, and they rushed to escape with the stolen goods. 
They ran away, and I was left, they were gone. I’m lying alone in the dark, 
and fear got me, I’m crying and yelling: Mommy, Mommy! Mommy, 



Mommy! I am so tired from both the fear and the tears, and I didn’t sleep the 
whole night, so that I didn’t even notice how I fell asleep on the pillows. 
Suddenly I wake up, and in front of me, with a lantern, that same merchant 
Belov stands, and a policeman. The policeman started asking, who was with 
me. I said - my father. - "Who is your father?" and I began to cry again. But 
Belov, an old man, said the policeman: "God be with him. Child - is soul of 
God. It’s not appropriate for him to point at his father, and what’s lost, is 
lost". Good man was the deceased, God bless him. And his old woman was 
even more compassionate. She took me with her in her room, gave me tasty 
gifts, and I stopped crying: child, you know, rejoices over anything. The next 
morning the hostess asks me: "Do you want to go home?" I don't know what 
to say. I say: “Yes, I want to.” "And do you want to stay with me?" she asks. 

I say: “I do.” "So, stay." So I stayed. Stayed, and stayed, and so I lived with 
them. And they have completed all the necessary papers on me, as a 
foundling, adopted me. At first, I lived as a boy on errands, then, as was 
growing up, they made me an administrator, and I managed the store. I must 
be serving not bad. And the good people loved me so much that even let their 
own daughter marry me. And they treated me like a son. And when the old 
man died, I’ve inherited their possessions. That’s who I am. A thief myself, 
and a son of a thief; how can I judge people! Besides, it’s not a Christian 
thing, Mr. Judge. We must forgive and love all people, and if a thief has 
made a mistake, need not to execute him, but pity him. Remember what 
Christ said. That’s what Ivan Akimov said. And the judge stopped asking him 
and started thinking himself about whether it is acceptable by the Christian 
law to judge people. 
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